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places, but managed to swim to the opposite bank, not, how-
ever, to save his life. One of Mete Kingi's warriors sprang
into the water after him, and, with his mfrZ raised above his
head, sprang upon him as he lay panting on the shore. With
one fearful blow he hacked off the Hau Hau's head, and
carried it back as a trophy of victory. In the history of
New Zealand the combat on the island of Montoa will not
be soon forgotten.

The interest of the war was now centred in the King Country,
where General Cameron with his officers and men were
marching and fighting in a desultory and not very brilliant
way, although he was gradually wearing down the strength
of the hostile tribes.

A little army of native warriors, passing through their
country, came to a place called Orakau, not far from where
a regiment of British soldiers were posted, under an officer
named General Carey. * This is my father's land,' said one
of the chiefs, * Here will I stay and fight/ His comrades
endeavoured to dissuade him. There was no advantage in
the position, and it was unfortified, But the sentiment of
the chief was not to be uprooted by any argument, and at
last it was decided to do as he wished, and fight on the
land of his forefathers. Rifle-pits were hastily constructed
and ramparts thrown up, but before the work was concluded
General Carey's troops had marched upon them and sur-
rounded the 300 warriors with an overwhelming force, num-
bering nearly 1,000 disciplined soldiers, with heavy guns.
The Maori position was desperate. They had no water, only
a scanty supply of food, and there were women and children
in the camp.

For two days and two nights they were shelled without
intermission, but still they held stubbornly to their rifle-pits,
and endeavoured desperately to check the advance of the
English sappers, who worked their ditches nearer and nearer
to the Maori's entrenchments. Many of the defenders were
mangled beyond recognition by the hand-grenades thrown
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